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One 


Author's Notes: 
As usual | wrote this about two years ago and have only just got around to digging it up Imao. Not very long 
but okay. 


Scotti hears them come in, late at night, hours after he and the other two had clambered back into their 
bunks. They're drunk, he notes dimly, smiling at the thumps and thuds as they fall over each other in the 
kitchen, bouncing from the work surfaces and snorting with laughter. Snake is snoring in the bunk above him, 
and by now Rob is probably asleep too, but Scotti hears every noise that Baz and Rachel make in their 
attempt to stay silent. 


At first, Scotti thinks they must have girls with them - or one girl, at least. Their amusement slowly subsides 
and is replaced with the distinct sound of lips against lips, tiny groans, and when they make it to the bedroom 
Scotti listens for female voices as their clothes are shed A zipper is undone; there is a brief fumbling and 


heavy breathing; then Baz let's out a quiet, husky moan 


"Rach," he murmurs, and Rachel purrs gently in response. 


This is when Scotti begins to realise: there is no female in the equation 


Their footsteps stagger unevenly to the opposite bunk, which creaks loudly as the two very male bodies 
tumble onto it. Scotti flips onto his side, facing the wall and cramming his pillow over his head - but he can 
still hear them. There is a thud as a pair of jeans hits the floor, readily discarded, and Rachel's breathing 
hitches and the bunk creaks again. 


"Kiss me," he hears the bassist plea 


Sebastian hums with appreciation. The wet sound of their lips fills the air again, punctuated only by muffled 


groans and then, in the background, the slow build to another very familiar sound. 
| wanna know what you can do," says Baz, his voice thick with lust. 


Rachel sighs heavily, mumbling something inaudible. The blankets shift around them and the mattress creaks, 
and once again, Scotti wishes he couldn't hear. He could be asleep, like the others, and blissfully unaware of 
what was happening but instead, no, here he is, and all he knows is that he'll never be able to look his 
bandmates in the eye again. Baz is no more discreet in the bedroom than on stage, and tonight he's certainly 
proving that. At least Rachel is quieter. He doesn’t cry and whimper and curse, unlike the singer, who always 
puts his vocal range to good use. Scotti has heard him multiple times before, but only ever with women who 


readily match his ridiculous noises. This time is strange and bizarre, and Scotti hates it. 

They're drunk, he tries to remind himself. They're drunk and they don't know what they're doing. 

But Baz keeps panting Rachel's name, syllables broken and slurred but it's Rachel's name, no doubt about that. 
There's an unpleasant gurgle as one of them tries to kiss the other again, but their lips collide far too sloppily 
in their intoxication and Baz whines desperately. 

"Faster," he gasps. 

"Come for me," Rachel whispers. 

Scotti squeezes his eyes shut, clutching the pillow more tightly. God, he wishes he were deaf. He wishes it even 
more as Baz gives a strangled cry, his high-pitched moan like that of a woman's, and Rachel groans audibly as 
minutes later he follows suit. Scotti is only glad of their lack of stamina He's envious of his fellow guitarist, 
too, sleeping through the ordeal, for Snake's snores still reverberate through the room. But slowly, surely, the 


pants from the opposite bunk quieten and very tentatively, Scotti lifts the pillow away from his ear. 


"Will you be back in town next year, Mr Bolan, sir?" he hears Baz snigger, his voice false and girlish like the 
groupies backstage. 


"Jesus," Rachel groans. "Get off" 


Baz gives a low laugh and there is the sound of shifting blankets, the bunk creaking once more. Scotti is stil 
nervous, waiting to slam the pillow back over his head at any moment. Thankfully, after a series of thuds as 
one of them stumbles drunkenly to their feet, he hears the ladders of the bunk creak too. 

Through the darkness, Baz asks, "You wanna suck me off next time, huh?" 

"Fucking hell.” 

"Is that a yeah, baby?" 


Rachel snorts, sounding partly in amusement. "Go the fuck to sleep, Baz." 


When they join the table for coffee the next morning, Baz rubbing a hand self-consciously over the purple 
love-bite that's formed on his neck, Scotti can't quite meet their eyes. Snake sees it, grinning. 


"Nice souvenir you got there, Baz," he says loudly. 


Sebastian covers it with his hand. "Yeah." He smiles, and as it transforms to a smirk he looks towards Rachel. 


"Next time, they might give me one below the belt, too." 


